Boacn month of the year brings its own 
special joys and blessings, and February 
brings several. In the part of the world where 
WeE Wispom has its home, it is cold and 
our roads and fields are often covered with 
ice and snow during December and January. 
Sometimes we get a shut-in feeling and be- 
gin to long for spring. Then February comes 
along and brings us a little “breather” be- 
tween the cold, stormy weather of January 
and the blowy weather of March that often 
seems colder than that of January. 

The dictionary says a “breather” is a pause 
to take breath. And that is what February 
brings. The sun is warmer; the ice softens 
on the lakes; the winds die down; and the 
days are enjoyable for playing outside. 

February is generous, too, with her holi- 
days. She gives us three. There is George 
Washington’s birthday, and also Abraham 
Lincoln’s. Then, there is Saint Valentine’s 
Day. Some other months give us one or two 
holidays, and some give us none, so we can 
be especially grateful to February. 

Love is the keynote of February, and the 
lives of George Washington and Abraham 
Lincoln were living expressions of love— 
love for God, love for country, and love for 
mankind. 
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Washington could have refused to lead a 
the thirteen colonies in their struggle for @im 
freedom; and after victory was won, he could 7 
have gone home to his plantation, beautiful 7 
Mount Vernon, but he loved the things that 3 
the United States stands for too much for 
that. 


Lincoln could have taken the easier way § 
and allowed this country to divide itself into § 
two nations, but he loved his country and¥ 
humanity too much for that. 

Saint Valentine's Day is a day for express- 9 
ing love. Perhaps you and I can never do 
great deeds of sacrifice that will save a na-9 
tion, but any one of us can do a simple little 
thing that will help save a world from war 
and strife; we can send a thought of peaceg 
to all the world. For the whole month of§ 
February, let us keep this thought of peace™ 
in our minds: “Let there be peace on earth,§ 
and let it begin with love in my heart.” Withi 
love in the hearts of the people of the earth,J 
what a joyous, happy place this will be ing 
which to live and to work and to play. : 


I love you. 


EDITOR. 


HELPS BOYS AND GIRLS LIVE HAPPILY 
Vol. LXVI | No. 7 © 
| 
( 


— = 
= 
“ 


Lucille 
Joe's | 
Little 
A Val 
Serild 
Oscar 
True 
A Hol 
My M 
The 
My Vc 
Table 
My Dc 
Things 
The G 
Annie 
Puzzle 
Let's L 
You A 
Cooki 
Our S 
ood 
EE 


FEBRUARY 


1960 


COVER DESIGN 


STORIES 


Serilda’s Shining Star (Part Seven) ................ 


Oscar Owl, the Night Watchman .................. 


Gladys K. Bradley 5 
Little Calico Cat .............. Martha Swearingen 9 
A Valentine for Jimmy ............ Lillie D. Chaffin 12 


Georgia Tucker Smith 20 
True Hearts Are for Valentines ........ Lawrent Lee 28 


ven Lucille Ison 35 
Joanne Alton Riordan 36 


My Mother's Valentine ............ Estelle Finnegan 4 
The Prayer of Faith .......... Hannah More Kohaus_ 14 
My Valentine (Song) ...... Isabelle Groetzinger and 


Marguerite Gode 18 

Florence Gresham 30 
ACTIVITIES 

My Daily Word with God .......... James A. Decker 22 

24 


Our Stamp Collectors .............. Roland Rexroth 42 


NEXT MONTH 


The Adventures of Julie and Gertie 
(Part One) 
By Beatrice Chesebrough 


Starting an exciting five-part serial 
about a tremendous adventure 


Star Eyes and Her Song 
By Alby Rea Mearse 


Star Eyes makes a great decision and 
finds a sweet song singing in her heart 


Highboy Finds a Home 
By Juliet Davis 
Highboy has a problem and remembers 


that wishing and praying and believ- 
ing bring the right answer 


Oscar Gives the Alarm 
By Georgia Tucker Smith ; 


Oscar dozes in the sun but quickly 
comes to the rescue when danger i 
threatens 


Other stories, poems, prayers, clubs, 
and many interesting and exciting 
things to do and make 


C O Nn e Nn S 
| 
Kia 
Lucille Ison ("A 
A Holy boxy 
The Ginkgo Tree ....................Opal Calhoun 25 
Annie (Cutouts) Mathes 26 | 
CLUBS | 
ood Words Booster Club 
EE WISDOM Writers’ Guild ..................... 40. | 


My Mother’s Valentine 
By Estelle Finnegan 


MADE a lovely valentine, 
With lots of lace and hearts, 


With Cupid shooting from his bow, 


Some flaming small red darts. 


I wrote a verse which said, “I love 


You more than any other,” 
And then I sent this valentine 
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To my dearest love—my mother. 
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B.: you don’t understand, Dad! I can’t 
wear this old faded jacket to a party!” 

Joe held up the suede jacket, fresh from 
the cleaners, and looked in disgust at the 
streaks where the dye had faded. 

“We've been over all that before, re- 
member? When we bought this jacket, you 
knew it would have to last, but you insisted 
on buying this particular jacket.” 

“But, Dad! I can’t wear it to a party! The 
other kids will all wear new things. I just 
know they will. This jacket will do for 
school, but not for the party!” 

“Sorry.” 

Joe threw the jacket on a chair and ran 
from the room, slamming the door. Dad was 
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By Gladys K Badly 


just that way! “I can wear the old jacket or 
stay home! All right, I'll stay home!” he 
muttered angrily. He ran from the porch, 
picking up the snow shovel as he ran. 

But as he worked at shoveling the snow, 
his temper cooled. Deep in his heart he was 
ashamed, for he had really hoped to go at 
least a week without letting his temper flare 
up. Mother was right, in a way. Just last 
week she had told him: “It takes a lot of 
self-discipline, Joe, but boys who can’t con- 
trol themselves surely can’t expect to con- 
trol anything else.” Well, he would just have 
to start over again, but he still felt angry 
about the jacket and the party. 
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Slowly the girl counted 
the change. 


“If I had five dollars more right now, I 
could get a new nylon jacket with big 
pockets, like Tom’s. But I'll never get five 
dollars earned in time,” he said to himself, 
finishing the last scoop of snow. “Only five 
dollars more! But it might as well be five 
hundred!” 

His mother met him at the door. ‘Mrs. 
Duffy wants you to pay some bills for her 
and get a prescription at the drugstore. I 
told her you'd be coming soon, so you bet- 
ter go on over.” 

Joe had run errands for old Mrs. Duffy 
for over a year. She always knew just what 
she wanted, and she always paid him well, 
so he did not mind doing it. Bruce Barnes, 
his pal, laughed at him, but Joe liked to earn 
the money, and he did not mind what Bruce 
said. 

“Now, here’s the money for the light bill, 


and here’s the money for the telephone 
bill,” said Mrs. Duffy. She handed him two 
small, sealed envelopes with the correct 
change inside. All he had to do was give 
the envelopes to the clerks and bring back 
the receipts. “But I don’t know how much 
the prescription at the drugstore will be,” 
she added, “‘so there is a ten-dollar bill in 
this envelope. The prescription won’t be 
that much, but you can put the change back 
in the envelope, and then it will be safe. 
Understand?” 

“Sure, Mrs. Duffy. I'll be right back.” 

Joe finished his other errands, and went to 
the drugstore last. Mr. Hughes was not 
around, and a girl was behind the counter. 
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She was a pretty girl, not much older than 
Joe. 

“I’m to pick up some medicine for Mrs. 
Duffy,” explained Joe. 

“Oh, yes. It’s all put up. I'll get it.” The 
girl went back to the prescription desk and 
returned with a small package. She smiled 
and said, “Three dollars and ninety-two 
cents, with tax.” 

Joe slid the ten-dollar bill across the 
counter and watched the girl ring up the 
sale. She was young, he thought, to have a 
steady job—to work with money like that. 
He wished he could get a job—a steady job 
that amounted to something. 

Slowly, the girl counted the change: $3.92, 
$3.95, $4, and $1 is $5, and $5 is $10.” 

Joe closed his hand on it and slid it into 
the envelope, but not before he had noticed 
the crisp new five-dollar bill. First time it 
was ever used, evidently. He picked up the 
medicine and left the store. 

As he hurried along, he thought again 
of the crisp new bill. “Wonder whose pic- 
ture is on a five-dollar bill,” he thought, and 
he stopped in front of a store window to see. 
It was then he discovered the extra bill! 
There were two five-dollar bills, and there 
should have been only one! He looked again. 
Yes, there was the old one-dollar bill, but 
there were also two crisp new five-dollar 
bills! 

Joe was about to turn back and tell the 
girl about it, but he hesitated. Then he 
hastily closed the envelope and shoved it 
into his pocket. He took the package to Mrs. 
Duffy and counted out the change exactly as 
the girl had counted it, but he left one crisp 
five-dollar bill in his pocket. 

“Here is your fifty cents, Joe, and thank 
you,” said Mrs. Duffy, smiling. 

Joe walked home slowly. Should he tell 
Dad about it? Or Mom? He knew what they 
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would do. They would send him right back 
to explain and to hand over the extra five 
dollars. 

“No, I won't tell them. That girl doesn’t 
know me. Even Mr. Hughes doesn’t know 
me. I didn’t do anything wrong. She gave it 
to me, and I can use it. I sure can,” he said 
to himself. He knew just the jacket he want- 
ed, and here was the five dollars he needed 
to pay for it. 

But he went to bed that night flushed and 
unhappy. ‘But I didn’t steal the money; she 
gave it to me,” he told himself. “Just keep- 
ing still about it isn’t stealing, is it? That 
girl doesn’t know I have it. Neither does 
Mr. Hughes. They don’t know who got the 
wrong change. They don’t even know me.” 
The conflict went on in Joe’s mind until he 
finally fell asleep—without saying his 
prayers. 

He was still troubled the next morning 
as he dressed for Sunday school. His mind 
kept going back over the problem. “Suppose 
that girl has to make it good. Suppose they 
take it out of her pay.” 

And a soft little voice whispered in his 
heart: “Take it back. It isn’t yours. It was 
a mistake, and you know it was.” 

He argued with the small inner voice: 
“Nobody will ever know. I'll never be in 
that store again. She gave it to me.” 

But the commandment, “Thou shalt not 
steal,” kept repeating itself in his mind. 

At breakfast he was still thinking about 
the young cashier, and he asked his older 
sister, Mabel: “Some of those girls who 
clerk are awfully young, aren’t they? How 
about mistakes ?” 

“Well, if they make mistakes, they sure 
have to pay for them. They soon learn to 
be careful, especially the cashiers,” Mabel 
replied. 

Guilt hung heavy in Joe’s mind all during 
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Sunday school. He almost shivered as the 
teacher, Mr. Stewart, had them all say the 
Golden Rule together: “All things what- 
soever ye would that men should do to you, 
do ye even so to them.” 


The Sunday school lesson was about the 
Samaritan who stopped to help the wounded 
man after others had passed by. Mr. Stewart 
explained that it was love in the heart of 
the Samaritan that had caused him to stop. 
“The kind of love that Jesus puts in your 
heart makes you a winner every time,” Mr. 
Stewart said. “Love makes a fellow a suc- 
cess in life, all along the line.” 

All the way home Joe thought about his 
problem. The five-dollar bill was so tempt- 
ing, and the girl had given it to him—he 
had not stolen it. He just could not stop 
saying, “She gave it to me!” But he also 
remembered Mr. Stewart's words: “Love 
makes a person a success in life, all along 
the line—a winner.” 


Success! That was something you worked 
hard to get. It was something that made 
you proud and happy, and it made your 
parents proud and happy. Well, he did not 
feel like a success, and he was not feeling 
either proud or happy right now. He was 
sure of that. Why should he feel so guilty 
unless he had really done wrong? All his 
life he had been taught the right way to act. 
Why did he hesitate now? The small inner 
voice answered, “You know what is right, 
Joe. Go now. Do what is right—now.” 


Suddenly, he squared his shoulders, and 
a big grin slowly spread over his face. “Of 
course I know what is right,” he said to 
himself. “Getting the extra five-dollar bill 
was a mistake. That girl didn’t know she 
gave it to me, and so, of course, it isn’t 
mine. I'll go and take it back to her right 
now!” 

He felt strangely happy as he hurried 


down the street to the drugstore. Mr. Hughes 
was behind the counter, looking at his open 
ledger. 

“Hello, Mr. Hughes,” Joe said. “I’m 
bringing your five dollars back. By mistake 
the girl gave me an extra bill for change 
yesterday.” 

“That’s what I thought had happened,” 
Mr. Hughes answered. “There were four 
new bills in the cash register, and there was 
only one sale made while I was out of the 
store. I’m sure glad you brought it back, son, 
before I had to ask.” 

Joe looked up, surprised. “Why, do you 
know who I am?” 

“No—no, I don’t. But I would have asked 
Mrs. Duffy whom she sent for the prescrip- 
tion. I’m glad to know you are an honest 
boy. What is your name?” 

“I’m Joe Houston. My father works at 
the mill.” 

“Well, I’m glad to know you, son. The 
gitl who waited on you yesterday is my 
granddaughter. She just helped me a little 
yesterday. I wonder—— Would you care 
about a job here, Joe, after school and on 
Saturdays? I could use a boy—a good, honest 
boy.” 

“Oh, yes, Mr. Hughes! I'd love to have 
the work. I can come tomorrow if you'd 
like.” 

“That'll be fine. The pay will be ten 
dollars a week to start—more when you're 
worth it.” 

“All right, Mr. Hughes. You've got your- 
self a boy. I'll be here right after school to- 
morrow.” 

Joe went home with his heart singing. 
“Now, I know what Mr. Stewart meant. 
When we love others, we are honest with 
them. And to be a success, a boy has to be 
honest. Then, he feels right with himself— 
and right with God.” 
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Martha Swearingen 


| H IPPETY-HOP, hippety-hop. Judy Anders 
skipped down Elm Street on her way back to 
school, the red-and-white tassel of her 
knitted cap bobbing up and down as she 
skipped. 

When in front of the library, she sud- 
denly stopped to stare at a little spotted 
kitten that was struggling to free itself from 
a huge snowdrift. Even as Judy watched, the 
kitten gasped, sank back, and lay ever so 
quietly, its eyes closed. 

“Jerry! Jerry!” cried Judy to her twin 
brother, who was lagging along behind, 
“come quick!” 

She pointed to the kitten. “Help it, Jerry! 
Help it!” she begged. 

Without a moment’s hesitation, Jerry 
plunged up to his waist in the snowbank, 
lifted out the little spotted cat, and laid it 
in Judy’s waiting arms. 

“Oh, dear,” cried Judy, looking down at 
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the limp form, “whatever shall we do? We 
can’t take it home because Mommy says 
there’s no room in the apartment for a pet.” 

Jerry glanced at the library. “I know,” he 
said. ‘““We’ll take it to Miss Helen, the li- 
brarian. She'll know what to do.” And up 
the steps he dashed to open the door. 

“Goodness me!” cried Miss Helen. “What 
has happened ?” 

Judy and Jerry nearly fell over them- 
selves, trying to explain. 

“But what shall we do with it, Miss 
Helen?” asked Judy. 

Miss Helen thought for a moment; then 
she led the way to a back room. Taking some 
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clean dust cloths from a cupboard, she 
crumpled them up and made a soft bed, 
close to the radiator. There, Judy tearfully 
laid the little spotted cat. 


“Now, don’t you worry,” said Miss Helen, 
putting a comforting arm around Judy's 
shoulders. Then, giving Jerry a pat on his 
red head, she told them: “Run along now, 
or you'll be late for school. Stop in on your 
way home. I’m sure the kitten will be all 
right by then.” 

But that evening, they found no change 
in the little spotted cat. It still lay quietly, 
its eyes closed. As they came out of the back 
room, Jerry had a sober look on his freckled 
face, and Judy’s blue eyes were brimming 
with tears. 


“Now, now,” said Miss Helen, ‘we 
mustn't be so unhappy. We must have faith 
that God will take care of the little calico 


Judy forgot her troubles for a moment. 
Here was a new word, and Judy adored new 
words. 

“Miss Helen,” she asked, “why do you 
call it a ‘calico cat’ ?” 

“Oh,” laughed Miss Helen, “when I was 
a little girl, our everyday dresses were made 
of a kind of fabric called calico. Our dresses 
were not nearly so pretty as your print 
dresses are. Calico was often a mixture of 
brown and orange and yellow and black and 
white—just like our cat’s coat—so we al- 
ways called that kind of a cat a calico cat.” 

“Just like Joseph’s coat of many colors,” 
remarked Jerry. 

A smile was chasing away the tears on 
Judy’s face. “Miss Helen,” she asked hope- 
fully, “do you really think God will take 
care of the little calico cat, the way He did 
Joseph when he was in the pit?” 

“Of course,” replied Miss Helen. “But 
we must pray and we must have faith. Now, 
tonight, I want you to say a very special 
prayer for the little calico cat.” 
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So, at bedtime, after they had asked God 
to bless Mommy and Daddy and everybody, 
Judy said, “And now, dear God, please take 
care of the little calico cat———” 

“Just like You did Joseph when he was 
in the pit,” interrupted Jerry. 

“And thank You, God. Amen,” concluded 
Judy. 

Mommy was standing outside the bed- 
room door, and she, too, was praying for 
the little calico cat. 

But the next morning when they rushed 
into the library, they found that the kitten 
was lying just as they had left it. 

“I guess it isn’t going to get well, after 
all,” wailed Judy. 

“I guess not,” sniffed Jerry. “I guess it 
won't come through.” 

“Now, what kind of talk is that?” sput- 
tered Miss Helen. ‘““We must have faith, 
even when things look very bad. That's 
when we most need to have faith.” 

“That’s right,” agreed Jerry, no longer 
sniffing. 

“And we must go on praying, mustn’t we, 
Miss Helen,” said Judy, her face brightening. 

“Yes, indeed,” replied Miss Helen. 
“Promise?” 

They promised, and Judy skipped off, with 
Jerry not far behind. It was pretty easy to 
have faith when they saw how much faith 
Miss Helen had. 

At noon, when they went in, they did 
not see Miss Helen, who was evidently busy 
among the bookshelves. So they tiptoed into 
the back room. In a moment, they came 
running out. 

“Miss Helen!” they called. “Come quick! 
The little calico cat is gone!” 

But Miss Helen only smiled and beckoned 
them to the bookshelves. There, treading 
softly and sniffing all around, was the little 
calico cat, her yellow tail held high, with 
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its black tip crooked over to one side. 

“Just like a question mark,” giggled 
Judy. 

“And the question is,” said Miss Helen, 
“Where am I going to find a home for 
her?’ I can’t keep her here in the library.” 

“I wish Mommy would let us have her 
for our very own,” said Judy, stroking the 
kitten’s soft fur. 

“But you know she won't,” said Jerry. 
“You know what Mommy always says about 
a pet.” 

At noon, they told Mommy how God had 
made the little calico cat well again and how 
cute it was, but Judy did not ask if they 
could have it because she knew how Mommy 
felt. 

That evening when they stopped by after 
school, the little calico cat was just finishing 
lapping up a saucer of milk that Miss Helen 
had given it. As Judy held the kitten in her 
arms, it purred contentedly, pushing its little 
padded paws in and out against her cheek. 

“Oh,” murmured Judy, “I do wish we 
could——” 

“But you know we can’t, Judy,” interrupt- 
ed Jerry. 

But that night, Judy prayed another very 
special prayer: “Dear God, we thank You so 
much for making the little calico cat well 
again——” 

“We sure do,” put in Jerry. 

“And now, dear God, will You please 
find a good home for her? We'd love to have 
her for our very own, but if there just isn’t 
room in our home, give her to some other 
little children who will take good care of 
her, just the way we would. Thank You, dear 
God. Amen.” 


The next morning they were waiting on 
the steps when Miss Helen got to the library. 
(Turn to inside back cover) 
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By Lillie D. Chaffin 


| hurried down the hall, but he went 
down the steps to the basement carefully. He 
stopped outside the basement door and 
knocked. 

Mr. Turner, the janitor, came to the 
door. “Good morning, Jimmy,” he said. 
“What can I do for you this morning?” 

“Miss Allen wants you to fasten a wire 
to the ceiling. We are going to make a 
valentine mobile. Then the valentines will 
swing around and look pretty. I am going 
to get lots of valentines today. Do you get 
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lots of valentines, Mr. Turner?” Jimmy 
asked. 

“I never did get one,” Mr. Turner re- 
plied, shaking his head. ““When I was a boy, 
we didn’t send valentines in our school. And 
now, I don’t have any children or grand- 
children to send valentines to me, but I 
think they are very pretty.” 

Mr. Turner picked up a ladder and car- 
ried it to Miss Allen’s room. After the wire 
was fastened and Mr. Turner had gone, 
Jimmy began to think about all the val- 
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entines he would get when the big red box 
on Miss Allen’s desk was opened. Then he 
began to feel sad, knowing that Mr. Turner 
would not get even one valentine. 

“Billy,” Jimmy whispered to his friend, 
who was sitting in front of him, “write Mr. 
Turner’s name on the valentine you intended 
to give me.” 


Then Jimmy had another idea. It was 
such a good idea that he raised his hand 
and waved it until Miss Allen saw him. 

“Yes, Jimmy. What do you want?” Miss 
Allen asked. 

Jimmy went up to the desk, where Miss 
Allen was showing the class how to fold 
paper and cut lacy hearts. He whispered, 
and she nodded her head. 

“Why, I think that is a splendid idea, 
Jimmy.” Then Miss Allen told the class: 
“Jimmy doesn’t want you to send him any 
valentines. He would like each of you who 


Mr. Turner’s eyes twinkled. “This is the best 
Valentine’s Day I ever had.” 


intended to send him a valentine to send it 
to Mr. Turner instead. I’m sure Mr. Turner 
will like them.” 


Soon, there were thirty bright valentines 
on thirty desks. Jimmy was sure he had 
never seen such pretty cards. There were 
Indian cards, cowboy cards, spacemen cards, 
and a rocket card that said: “I want to zoom 
through space to say you are a special valen- 
tine.” Jimmy thought of how pretty those 
valentines would have looked, stacked on 
his desk all afternoon. He thought of how he 
would have enjoyed showing them to his 
little brother after school. Then, he thought 
of telling Miss Allen that he had changed 
his mind. It would be terrible not to get 
any valentines! But he remembered Mr. 
Turner’s shaking his head and saying that 
he had never had a valentine. 


“Now, I want each boy and girl to cut 
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God is my help in every 
need; 

God does my every hunger 
feed; 

God dwells within me, 
guides my way 

Through every moment, 
night and day. 


PRAYER OF FAITH 


(Adapted) 
I now am wise, I now am 
true, 
Patient, kind, and loving, 
too. 


All things I am, can do, and 
be, 


Through Christ, the Truth 
that is in me. 


God is my health, I can’t be 
sick; 

God is my strength, unfail- 
ing, quick; 

God is my all, I know no 
fear, 

Since God and love and 
Truth are here. 


—Hannah More Kobaus. 


out one heart and write his own name across 
the top of it,” he heard Miss Allen say. 
‘Make your heart any size you wish, and it 
may be either red or white. When it is com- 
pleted, lay it on my desk.” 

Jimmy had never heard of putting your 
own name on a valentine. Well, he would 
get at least one card. And only this morning, 
he had thought he would get a big stack! 
He cut out a large white heart and wrote his 
own name on it. There was no need to make 
it pretty, he thought. It was just a card from 
Jimmy to Jimmy! It did not make sense to 
him, but he knew from the way Miss Allen 
was smiling that having the class make the 
hearts meant something to her. 

“Now, Jimmy, you start the line, and all 
of you may take the card you meant to give 
to Jimmy to Mr. Turner,” Miss Allen said, 
still smiling. 

The boys and girls marched in a long, 
straight line down the hall and down the 
stairs. Jimmy knocked on the basement 
door. When the door opened, all the boys 
and girls called, “Be my valentine, Mr. 
Turner.” 

Mr. Turner’s eyes twinkled happily as he 
looked at each card and thanked each boy 
and girl. “Well, I got thirty valentines. 
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Imagine! I didn’t think I'd get even one. 

This is the best Valentine’s Day I ever had.” 
“You got thirty-one valentines, Mr. Turner. 

Here’s another one,” Miss Allen said. 


When they were back at their desks, Miss 
Allen said, “And here’s a valentine for a 
boy who didn’t want any. Here’s a valentine 
for Jimmy.” 

Miss Allen had been holding one hand 
behind her. Now, she held a very large 
valentine out to Jimmy. There were the 
thirty red and white hearts, fastened to- 
gether to look like the petals of a large 
heart-shaped flower. In the center of the 
valentine was Jimmy’s own white heart. Be- 
low his name, it said: “A boy any teacher 
would be proud to teach and any boy or girl 
would like to know. Be our valentine!” 

It was the best, the prettiest, and the big- 
gest valentine Jimmy had ever seen. He 
said, ““Thank you, everyone.” 

Then he smiled. It was a big smile, and 
it grew bigger and bigger as Jimmy thought 
again of the happy twinkle in Mr. Turner's 
eyes. 


My heart is happy; I am gay 
Because God blesses me each day. 
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What the Story Told Before 


The Shaws—Pa and Ma, Serilda, Jeff, and 
little Bill—lived on a farm. Katie Griggs 
lived with them. Her stepfather was a horse 
trader. 

At the county fair, Serilda entered her 
mare, Star, in the driving contest and won. 
Serilda was very happy, but her joy was over- 
shadowed when Katie saw two men looking 
at Star. Katie recognized the men as friends 
of her father, Busher and Ruddy, men who 


hining Star 


BY OLIVE RAMBO COOK 


Copyright 1960 by Olive Rambo Cook 


followed county fairs. She felt sure they 
meant no good when they examined Star. 
One morning in late October, the Shaws 
awoke to find their milk cows, work horses, 
and Star gone. Two months went by with- 
out any clue about Star. Then one evening 
as the children came home from school, they 
saw a mover’s wagon going over the bridge. 
One of the horses gave a high, shrill whinny. 
Serilda recognized Star! She convinced the 
mover that Star was her mare. He had a 
receipt from the man who sold Star to him. 
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Serilda gave the man part of her reward 
money to buy another horse. They learned 
later that the man who had stolen Star had 
been arrested and found guilty. 


Part Seven 


, was finished, and the 
June days were long and sunny. Serilda 
counted off each day until only one was left 
before Star’s colt was due. And then it was 
the very day! Star was kept in the barn, knee- 
deep in fresh, clean straw. But the day for 
the colt to be born went by, and then the 
night. And another day dragged by, and 
night came again. 

At bedtime, Pa smiled at the worried look 
on Serilda’s face. “You might as well go to 
bed and get some sleep. I think the colt will 
be late.” 

“Listen, Serilda,” Jeff whispered as he 
started up to bed, “I'll tie a string on my 
toe and hang it through the knothole, and if 
you go to the barn in the night, pull on it 
and wake me.” 

“And wake me, too,” Katie said as they 
undressed for bed. 

Hours later, Serilda awoke from a restless 
sleep. A cool, damp wind blew in through 
the open window. Out in the chicken house, 
a rooster crowed, and Serilda knew it must 
be toward morning. A prickle of excitement 
raced over her. She nudged Katie, and they 
got out of bed quietly and slipped their 
dresses on over their nightgowns. They tip- 
toed to the kitchen. Serilda found the string 
and gave it a quick jerk—then another, and 
another. It seemed a long time before they 
heard the squeak of Jeff's bed and the soft 
pad of his bare feet as he crossed the floor 
to the stairway. 

Without a word, they slipped out of the 
house and toward the barn, with Grover 
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They looked out across the valley at the familiar 
scene. 


tagging along behind them. There was a 
faint light in the eastern sky, but it was dark 
inside the barn. 

Star gave a soft, muffled nicker as they 
came to her stall. Then they heard another 
sound and stopped, holding their breath to 
listen. They heard a soft swish-swish and 
little snuffling noises. Serilda grabbed Jeff's 
arm. Katie took a quick breath. 

“It’s been born! I can hear it breathe! 
Star’s licking it!” Serilda whispered. 

They went nearer, and could see the dark 
shape of Star. And in the thick shadows, 
they could see a smaller, darker form in the 
straw at Star’s feet. Serilda spoke to Star, 
her voice trembling. 

The girls hunched down in the straw, 
listening to the soft sounds in the stall and 
the waking sounds of the world outside. 
Grover squeezed against them, his body 
aquiver with the sight and smell of the new 
colt. 

The light of early dawn filtered into the 
barn. Serilda leaned closer, her heart pound- 
ing. “I can see it now! It’s got a star on its 
forehead, too! And one white foot!” 
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Finally, Star stopped her licking and 
gently nudged her baby. It lifted its head 
and tried to struggle to its feet, only to 
tumble back onto the straw. Star gave an- 
other lick and nudged again. Serilda started 
forward to help, but Jeff pulled her back. At 
last the colt was standing, long, knobby legs 
spread far apart. Wisps of straw clung to 
its dark hair. 

“It’s a filly! And when it’s plumb dry, 
it'll be as black as its pa!” Jeff cried out. 

“Serilda, you have your horse farm start- 
ed!” Katie said gleefully. 

Serilda could not speak. She felt weak 
with happiness. 

They watched breathlessly as the little 
filly wobbled to Star’s side and found the 
milk that was waiting for her. When she had 
had her fill, she turned her head and looked 
at her new friends with brown eyes full of 
wonder. There was a white froth of milk 
around her mouth and on her short whiskers. 

Serilda reached out to touch the filly’s 
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shining, silky hair, but Star nosed her hand 
away. She looked at them, her look as plain 
as words: “Being born and taking your first 
steps and eating your first meal is hard work. 
Now, let us rest.” 

Serilda and Katie and Jeff stepped outside 
the barn into the dew-washed morning. 
Across the valley, Indian Hill was purple in 
the early light. Serilda took a long, deep 
breath. 

“Now, you have to name her. What's it 
goin’ to be? Or do you know?” Jeff asked 
as they started toward the house. 

Serilda looked at her brother with a secret, 
happy smile. “I’ve known for a long time,” 
she said. “Her name is Locket.” 

“Locket!” Jeff and Katie gasped the name 
together. 
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en- tine With] hearts and rib-bons gay, To 


tell you I am lov- ing 


you, To- | day and ev- ry day 


Serilda nodded. “And when she is grown 
and has a family, I'll call her Lady Locket.” 

“Sounds special, like a name for a 
Thoroughbred,” Jeff said approvingly. 

“And maybe she is a Thoroughbred,” 
Katie said happily. 

Serilda laughed and broke into a run. 
“Hurry! Let’s tell everybody.” 

In a few days, Star and Locket were 
turned out into the pasture. The June days 
slipped away, with Locket growing like the 
wild morning-glories along the rail fence. 
Before Locket was a month old, Serilda was 
leading her around with a rope halter Pa 
had made. 

Colonel Thompson stopped to see her, 
and rubbed his hand along her back. “It is 
a shame,” he said, “that she can’t be regis- 
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tered. But some people raise fine horses and 
are not interested in keeping up the records. 
That might be the way with Star. I guess 
we'll never know.” 

But Locket was not concerned about being 
registered. She was the happiest colt in the 
county. She raced over the pasture with Star, 
stretching her long, slim legs. She learned 
to kick her heels high. She discovered the 
butterflies on the Jimson weeds. She shied 
from the shadows of low-flying birds. She 
learned to nibble grass with her new teeth, 
and she would run up to Tib and Tony and 
then wheel and race away. 

Star, watching, would sometimes whinny 
reprovingly to Locket, and Locket would 
answer pertly in a high, squeaky little 
whinny that would make Serilda and Jef 
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and Katie double over with laughter. 

But there were sad times, too, for Katie 
had not heard from her mother for months. 
Tales drifted back about the terrible hard- 
ships of wagon trains that had started for 
the West Coast and never got there. Every 


night when Pa read from the Bible and © 


prayed, he asked God to keep watch over 
Katie’s family, too. 

They had almost given up hope when the 
letter came in a long, wrinkled, hand-made 
envelope that Pa brought home from the 
post office one afternoon. 


“Came all the way from the Pacific Ocean 
to St. Joe by stagecoach and from there by 
train,’ Pa said as he handed the letter to 
Katie with a big, wide smile. “Feels thick 
—must be full of news.” 


Katie’s smile was as wide as Pa’s as she 
took the letter. ‘‘ ‘From Mrs. Samuel Wilson, 
Astoria, Oregon,’ ’’ Katie read huskily. “ “To 
Miss Katie Briggs, in. care of Mr. William 
Shaw, near the Covered Bridge, Livingston 
County, Chillicothe, Missouri.’ ”’ 


Inside, there was a sheet of folded fools- 
cap that was covered with the small, precise 
handwriting of Katie’s mother and a smaller 
brown envelope. Katie picked up the brown 
envelope and read, “ “To Miss Serilda Shaw, 
near the Covered Bridge, Livingston County, 
Chillicothe, Missouri.’’’ She handed it to 
Serilda proudly. 


Serilda beamed. ‘Well, it is sure nice of 
your mother to remember me, too. But 
you've been waiting a long time, so read 
your letter first.” 


The whole family listened as Katie read 
her letter aloud, telling of the long, danger- 
ous journey across the plains. There was the 
terribly hard trip across the mountains, but, 
at last, her family had come to the beautiful 
Columbia River, and then to Astoria and the 
Pacific Ocean. Pa had staked out a claim 
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and built a one-room log cabin a little way 
out from the settlement of Astoria. There 
were neighbors within a mile. The boys were 
fine, and they often asked about Katie. 

The last of the letter was especially for 
the Shaws, and Ma wrote how she prayed 
each night for them, and loved them. Katie's 
eyes were misty when she finished, but there 
was peace and happiness on her face. She 
looked at Serilda. ‘Now, read your letter.” 

There was no letter inside Serilda’s en- 
velope, just a soiled, printed, legal-looking 
paper, folded in thirds, with fancy letters on 
the outside at the top. Serilda lifted it out 
wonderingly and looked at the letters and 
the writing underneath; then she gave a 
shout and held the papers high. 

“It’s Star’s papers! She’s a Thoroughbred! 
Katie, your pa did tell the truth!’’ Serilda 
grabbed Katie and whirled around the room. 

Pa stopped them and held out his hand. 
“Serilda, let me see it.” She squeezed up 
tight against him as he laid the paper on the 
table, reading the words on the back: ** ‘Cer- 
tificate of Registration of Radiant Star.’ ” 

There was not a sound as Pa opened the 
sheet. Clipped to the inside were several 
long slips of paper, the top one fresh and 
new. Pa read it aloud, too: 


“Transfer of Ownership 
I, Samuel Wilson, do hereby transfer 
ownership of Radiant Star, a sorrel mare, 
with large white star on forehead and 
four white stockings, to Serilda Shaw, 
October 1867 
Signed: Samuel Wilson, X (his mark) 
Witnessed by: 
Everett Jones 
Astoria, Oregon. 
September 1868” 


(Please turn to page 36) 
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Wise OSCAR OWL sat high in a tree, look- 
ing as far as his eyes could see. Snow had 
fallen all through the night. He looked 
about—no one was in sight. Then he heard 
a slight sound above his head. “Who's 
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THE NIGHT 


By Georgia Tucker Smith 


Copyright 1960 by Georgia Tucker Smith 


there?” he asked. “You should be in bed.” 

“It’s I, Scamper Squirrel,” a small voice 
replied. He swished from his tree house to 
Oscar Owl’s side. “My brothers and sisters 
are still fast asleep, and I’m hoping this 
snow is not very deep.” He sighed. “We 
buried some nuts last fall; I’m so starved I 
could eat them shells and all. I know where 
they are because I helped hide them. There 
aren't many left; I don’t want to divide 
them.” 

“I’m ashamed of you.” Oscar rolled his 
eyes. “You'll wait until daylight if you are 
wise; then take your brothers and sisters 
along, or save them some nuts. To cheat 


Wee Wisdom 


a 


Fi 


i : : A Read-Aloud Story in Rhymed Prose t 
a 
O 
le 
NN 4 2 
(Ga 
eS 
\ 


them is wrong. You really should wait; 
spring soon will be here, with food for 
everyone, far and near.” 

Scamper Squirrel shivered; then he glanced 
down below. “Did you go to night school 
to learn all you know?” 

“I learned from experience,” Oscar Owl 
said; “I watched while everyone else was in 
bed. You, too, would learn many things, 
no doubt, if you weren’t so busy skipping 
about.” 

But Scamper wouldn’t wait until dawn. 
Oscar Owl watched as he hurried on, saw 
him slip and slide and disappear. 

“Oops,” Oscar thought, “I'd better stay 
near.” So he faithfully fluttered from tree 
to tree, too high for Scamper Squirrel to see. 
He watched Scamper eat all the nuts he 
could hold; then watched him start home- 
ward, shivery and cold. He saw Scamper 
stop when he heard a new sound and quickly 
and cautiously look all around. 

There, on a drift, Sammy Snowshoes sat. 
He blinked at Scamper. “You look extra- 
fat, and I’ve never seen a white squirrel, at 
all, though we snowshoe rabbits turn white 
every fall. And that white beard you have— 
of course, it will thaw, but right now you 
look like a squirrely grandpa.” 

They heard a crackle—there Slinky Fox 
stood! 

“Oh, dear, I'd hurry home fast if I could,” 
Scamper Squirrel thought, “but where can I 
go? Sammy’s big feet never sink in the 


February, 1960 


snow. Wish mine were like his.’ He heard 
a HOOT-HOOT! “It’s Oscar,” he cried as 
he saw Slinky scoot back to his den; then 
he heard Oscar say, “I'll guide you home, 
Scamper. I'll hoot all the way.” 

At last Scamper came to his own home 
tree, all out of breath and as full as could be. 

“Thank you, Oscar,” he said. “You were 
right! You're wise. I’m glad you're on guard 
every night. I left some nuts for my sisters 
and brothers, and I'll not only think, but 
I'll think of others.” 

Oscar Owl nodded; then he said, ‘You 
will find that being wise doesn’t mean much 
unless you are kind.” 
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“Word with God 


I work with God, and God works with 
me. ® Whatever I have to do, I do it 
cheerfully and willingly, and God helps 
me to do it right. 


With God's help, I keep trying. ® I do 
not give up, no matter what may hap- 
pen. I know that I have God's power 
within me to help me do any good 
thing asked of me. 


I am filled with health and strength. 
God gives me rest and sleep each 
night, and I am filled with life and 
energy. I greet each new day with joy. 


Let there be peace on earth, and let it 
begin with love in my heart. * Today 
I send my love as a valentine to all of 
God's children everywhere. 


I am happy and content right where 
I am. ® | do not waste time longing for 
something different; I make the best of 
all the good things I have. . 


I have a perfect body and a perfect 
mind. ® God is the health and strength 
of my body; God is the wisdom and 
knowledge of my mind. 


My life is guided by God's loving wis- 
dom. ® | do not worry or fear; I know 
that God is leading me in the right 
way. 


This is your calendar of prayers for the © 
month of February. It is good to take ~ 
time each day to talk with God and to 
thank Him for His many blessings. If 
we do not have prayers that we have 


memorized, we sometimes find it hard q 


Jesus Christ heals every illness, takes 
away all pain. ® If any part of my body 
seems to be ill or hurts, I say to it, 
“Jesus Christ maketh thee whole.” 


I am not afraid, because God is taking — 
care of me. ® He is in charge of this 
wonderful world, and He keeps me safe 
and secure. 


God, make me kind. ® Help me to be 
patient and kindly with everyone 
around me. Help me to be courteous, 
cheerful, and gentle all the time. 


For those I love, I pray. “God bless you 
and keep you.” ® I love all people, and 
I know that God's love is wide enough 


- to guard and protect us all. 


I love God. ® I can see God in all the 
good things that people do, and I show 
my love for God by helping others. 


Because I love, I am loved. ® | do not 

let my feelings be hurt; I do not hold |} 
grudges. With God's help, I change © 
enemies into friends. 


Thank You, God, for today’s weather. 
I know that You send us the weather 
You know is right for us, and I trust , 
Your wisdom. 


to word our prayers. If this is true of 
you, you will find these prayer 
thoughts very helpful. They will give 
you fresh, new thoughts to keep in 
your mind during your prayertime. 


Thank You, Father, for life. = Every day 
is a happy adventure. Each day gives 


me an opportunity to show God's 


loving-kindness to others. 


God guides me, and I know what to do. 
Whenever I am puzzled or uncertain, I 
turn to Him, and His wisdom within 
me lights my way. 


I pray for a good day, and I expect a 
good day. ® Today | will do all I can 
to make every hour pleasant and con- 
structive. 


Today is a new, good day. ® I will not 
think about mistakes I made yesterday; 
I will do my best in everything I do 
today,-and from now on. 


I trust God. ® If something comes that 
I do not understand or know how to 
take care of, I turn to Him. I relax and 
let Him tell me what to do. 


I am one with the living God. ® God's 
life is within me; His protecting pres- 
ence is all around me. 


I treat others as fairly and as courte- 
ously as I want to be treated. # | want 
to be fair and just, and I know that 
others want to be fair and just, too. 


God helps me find new friends. = I am 
thankful for the friends I have, and I 
look forward to making new, good 
friends. 


I accept the good God has for me. 8 | 
know that nothing is impossible to God, 
so I have faith that He will fill my life 
with good. 


I know the truth about myself: I am 
God's perfect child, and I am free. § No 
undesirable habit has any power over 
me because God in me is stronger than 
any habit. 


I bless everybody and everything. ® | 
do not think about unpleasant things; 
I think of and look for the good, and 
I find good in everybody and every- 
thing. 


I use the good ideas God gives me. 
If I need new ideas, I pray, and God 
fills my mind with all the ideas and 
good thoughts I need. 


I take time to turn to God in silent 
prayer. ® Through prayer I! find new 
wisdom and confidence to do whatever 
I am asked to do. 


I believe God has plenty for everyone. 
I believe He wants all of us to be 
happy and that He will help us all to 
get the good things we need if we trust 
Him. 


God leads me into new and better 
ways. ® I am thankful for the happiness 
I have had in the past, and I look for- 
ward to what is ahead. 
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B EGIN by drawing an outline of an owl on 
a cardboard tube (see Illus. A). Cut him out. 
Cut slits in his feet for toes (see Illus. B). 


A WISE BIRD 


BY H. K. WATKINS 


Bend toes and tail up so the owl can stand. 

Wrap cotton batting or absorbent cotton 
around the owl’s head and body (see Illus. 
C). Bend the top point down for his beak. 
Cut round eyes from gold paper and paste 
them part way under his beak. With 
brown water color paint little curved lines 
across the cotton body and paint dark pupils 
in the eyes. Pull out little tufts of cotton on 
each side of the head for ears. 

Trace a pattern (Illus. D) and cut the 
wings from brown paper. Slash the edges 
to look like feathers. Paste the brown paper 
behind the head and on the tail. Paint brown 
streaks on the wings. 


LITTLE SQUAW 


BY HILDA K. WATKINS 


Lome SQUAW would make a useful gift 
for anyone who sews. Her body is a small 
magnet. She can pick up dropped pins and 
needles with her feet. Her flannel robe and 
petticoat, with pinked edges, may be used 
as a needlebook. If that is not enough to 
prove her usefulness, Little Squaw can carry 
a thimble in her head! 

To make Little Squaw, fold a pipe cleaner 
around the middle of the magnet, as shown. 
Next, fold a second pipe cleaner around the 
first one, just above the magnet. 

Now, cut two circles of flannel or other 
soft cotton material, making them 4 inches 
in diameter. 

Fold each circle in half twice and pink 
the edges with pinking shears or by cutting 
them into little points. Also, cut a small 
hole in the center of each circle (see illus.) 
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Push the ends of the first pipe cleaner 
through the holes in the flannel. Twist the 
ends together to form a loop for the squaw’s 
head. 

Bend the ends of the second pipe cleaner 
over the edges of the robe. Fasten a small 
safety pin through all four thicknesses of 
the robe, between the two sides of the mag- 
net. Bend the ends of the second pipe clean- 
er to the front. 
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SCRAP-BAG VALENTINE 


BY ROSALIE W. DOSS 


Asx MOTHER to let you go through her 
scrap bag. Find scraps of cloth with picture 
designs. With pinking shears or other scis- 
sors, cut out hearts from the scraps, being 
sure that the picture design will be in the 
center of the heart. Mount the cloth heart 
on a larger red or white paper heart, leaving 
enough frame around the cloth heart to print 
with crayon: BE MY VALENTINE. 


HANDY GREETING CARDS 


BY MARGARET SCHUMACHER 


Fo a sheet of construction paper in the 
middle. With the little finger of your left 
hand lying almost against the fold, trace 
the outline of your hand. Cut out along this 
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outline, but be sure that you do not cut out 
that part of the fold which lies along the 
side of the palm of your hand. Color the 
fingernails with crayon and, if you like, 
draw a ring or two on the fingers. 

You can have fun making up your own 
greetings to print on this truly “handmade” 
card. For instance: THIS IS THE ONLY 
CARD THAT WAS HANDY TO WISH 
YOU A HAPPY BIRTHDAY. Or you can 
really tie a string on one of the fingers and 
print this message: I TIED A STRING 
AROUND MY FINGER SO I WOULDN'T 
FORGET YOUR BIRTHDAY. 


The Ginkgo Tree 
By Opal Calhoun 


H AVE you ever heard of the Ginkgo tree, 
one of the oldest of all trees, geologically 
speaking ? 

Centuries and centuries ago this strange 
and most beautiful tree flourished over vast 
areas of the arctic and temperate regions. 
Then the great glacial sheet, which crept 

(Please turn to page 35) 
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Designed by Yvonne Mathes, nie 
(12 years) 
Redrawn for reproduction by Dorothy Wagstaff 
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If you are under 13 years of age, you may submit your drawing of a doll and its 


wardrobe. A letter from a parent or teacher a that your work is original must 
accompany your drawing. 
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Dot Puzzle 
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To complete this picture, start with number one and connect the dots. 
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= Saint Valentine’s Day, Coralee and 
her cousin Red went to school early. A party 
was ahead of them, and she was so excited 
that she skipped along, hugging the empty 
heart-shaped cake pan under her arm. She 
was to bake the cake that would be the 
climax of the day! 

Red said with an admiring grin, “Charley's 
going to flip his lid when he finds out what 
our committee’s doing. Nothing like this 
ever happened to him before!” 

Coralee bobbed her bright curls till they 
danced. “He said he’s never had a cake or 
a gift for his birthday! This’ll tell him all 
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of us are glad he’s alive. It'll be a valentine 
party and a birthday party, too.” 

“Charley's had it rough,” Red said thought- 
fully. “Have you got everything you need for 
the cake?” 

Coralee nodded. “Miss Morgan asked 
our home-ec teacher to let us use the kitchen. 
For days, the girls in our class have been 
saving egg whites when we have had any 
left over. We have lots stored in the re- 
frigerator, and we'll have the biggest angel 
cake you ever saw. Heart-shaped, too!” 
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She hugged the big pan as she scampered 
across the schoolyard, eager to start the cake. 
She had been dreaming about it ever since 
she had learned that Charley would have a 
birthday on Saint Valentine’s Day and that 
he had never had a cake made especially for 
him. 

Miss Morgan had told her the kitchen 
door would be open so she could get in to 
bake the cake, and it was. A sweet fragrance 
filled the room, but she hardly noticed it as 
she hung up her wraps, washed, and put on 
her apron. 

She opened the refrigerator and stared. 
Where was the glass pitcher full of egg 
whites? She searched each shelf. They were 
gone! She spied the empty pitcher in the 
cupboard, washed and dried. Drops of water 
shone in the sink. Someone had been here 
before her and taken the eggs! That account- 
ed for the sweet fragrance that got stronger 
each minute! 

She ran to the stove and peered into the 
oven. A huge white cake was swelling there. 
It was beautiful, but it was not heart-shaped! 
It was just an ordinary angel cake that might 
have been made for any day of the year. 

Behind her came a tinkle of laughter. She 
whirled. Louise stood in the hall door. 

“I beat you to it,” she said. “That’s the 
nicest cake I ever made!” 

“You had no right——” Coralee stopped. 
Valentine’s Day is for expressing love, and 
she was not going to spoil it. 

“It’s a very nice cake,” she said stiffly. 
“But I was to bring our cake pan and bake 
a heart-shaped cake. You promised.” 

“I did,” Louise admitted, “but I got to 
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thinking. I’m on the committee, too, and 
you're not going to get the credit for every- 
thing.” 

“We agreed,” Coralee reminded her. “I 
was to be responsible for the cake, and you, 
for the ice cream. And before we served, 
each member of the committee was to get _ 
full credit—Andy and Red, too, for helping 
serve.” 

“And you were to make the speech,” 
Louise said crossly. “How was I to know 
you'd tell it right? Besides, making the cake 
is a lot more important than just ordering ice 
cream.” 

“All right,” Coralee said evenly. Now, 
she knew what she would do, “You don’t 
trust me, but you've baked the cake; so it 
seems to me it would be only fair if I frosted 
it.” 

Louise pouted. “Maybe,” she said, “but 
you be careful and don’t mash it with a lot 
of gummy old goo.” 

“T’ll do my best to keep it nice,” Coralee 
answered, “I guess you want to stay here 
and get it out of the pan?” 

“I do!” Louise said positively. 

Coralee left the kitchen, wondering about 
Louise and the way she always seemed to 
spoil things. No matter what the plans were 
or how warmly she agreed to them, she 
usually stepped in and muddled them. Re- 
sentment welled in Coralee, and she tried to 
banish it. Being resentful did no one any 
good. It could make as much trouble as 
Louise did by ignoring the promises she had 
made. 

After lunch, the two girls went to the 
kitchen to finish getting the refreshments 
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Table Blessing 
By Florence Gresham 


Father, I’m thankful for this food 
To meet my growing body’s need; 

Let there be food for every child 
Of every race, of every creed. 


ready. Coralee put the syrup on to boil for 
frosting and started beating the eggs. She 
looked for her heart-shaped pan. Her plan 
now was to cover the whole cake with the 
fluffy frosting and then press her cake pan 
gently into its snowy whiteness so that the 
heart it left could be filled with red-colored 
frosting. On the red heart, she meant to 
write with white frosting, “Happy Valen- 
tine’s Day Birthday, Charley.” 

“Where’s my pan, Louise?” she asked. 
“I left it here.” She pointed to the drain- 
board. 

Louise looked at her blankly. “You did?” 

“I did!” To her own ears, Coralee’s voice 
sounded sharp. “You saw me put it here. 
What did you do with it?” 

Louise stared at her. “We're always sup- 
posed to leave the kitchen tidy,” she said. 
“Maybe I put it away when I cleaned my 
pan. Maybe——” 

Coralee did not wait to hear more. She 
began hunting through the drawers where 
the baking pans were kept. At the back of 
the lowest one, she found the pan, where 
it had been wedged behind several others 
to hide it. 

In silence, she drew it out and returned 
to the cake. Everything went smoothly. Even 
the red hearts that she outlined with the 
decorator in frosting on the side of the cake 
came out right. In her imagination, she 
could see Charley's big, craggy face beam 
when he saw it. 
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“Perfect!” she told herself as she stood 
back to study it. “But I’m not going to let it 
out of my sight. I couldn't bear it if some- 
thing else happened.” 

The ice cream was delivered. Plates and 
spoons were set in readiness. 

Louise said, “Aren’t you coming in to 
get your valentines?” 

Coralee shook her head. “Red will take 
mine. I'm going to stay here and’ see that 
everything is all right.” 

“Well,” said Louise, “I’m not going to 
miss the fun—even if you do stay here to 
get all the credit.” 

“I told you I'd say you baked the cake 
and took care of the ice cream,” Coralee 
answered. 

“Yes, you will!” Louise exclaimed sar- 
castically as she left the room with a flounce 
of her skirts. 

In the bright, sunny kitchen, Coralee 
perched on a high stool and brooded. It 
was hard to believe that Louise had been 
so deceitful and dishonest about baking the 
cake when they had agreed Coralee was to 
do it, and about hiding the pan, too. But it 
was almost as hard not to! Anyway, so 
long as she was with the cake, it was safe. 

After a long, boresome time, Red, with 
his big grin, appeared at the door. 

“I've got a heap of valentines for you, 
Coralee,” he said. “Are you ready to bring 
in the cake and make your speech?” 

“Ready,” Coralee answered as she picked 
up the cake. 

Red went ahead of her, opening and 
closing doors like a herald announcing a 


queen. 

Applause rose when the cake appeared, 
all glistening red and white. Coralee put 
it in the place Miss Morgan had made for 
it on her desk. She stood behind it and said, 
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“This is our valentine cake, with special 
honors to Charley Brewer, who has a birth- 
day today. From us all, ‘Happy Valentine’s 
Day Birthday, Charley.’ It says that on the 
cake.” 

Big, rawboned Charley’s face blazed with 
delighted embarrassment. Miss Morgan mo- 
tioned to him, and he came stumbling to her 
desk. 

“Coralee has more to tell us,” Miss Mor- 
gan said. ‘While she’s doing it, Charley, you 
may get ready to cut the cake.” 

“Your committee has this to report,” 
Coralee said, her eyes steady on Louise, 
who had suddenly gone white. “Louise 
ordered the ice cream for our party. She 
baked the cake, and it came from the pan, 
perfect. I frosted it. Andy and Red are the 
rest of the committee, and they'll see that all 
of us get plenty to eat.” 

On their way to help Andy and Red 
serve, Coralee and Louise met at the hall 
door. Louise whispered to Coralee, “I didn’t 
think you’d give me credit. That’s why I 
was SO mean.” 

“I never forget a promise,” Coralee an- 
swered. She laid a hand on Louise’s arm. 
“Listen.” 

Charley was talking, his eyes earnest and 
his face flushed. “This is the best birthday 
I ever had! You fellows—and girls, too—I 
got to thank you all a lot. Just thinking about 
Coralee and Louise and Red and Andy plan- 
ning it and the rest of you joining in to- 
gether—well, it makes me feel good.” 

“He’s having a really happy birthday,” 
said Coralee. 

Shamefaced, Louise nodded. “That’s be- 
cause you kept your word. I’m sorry about 
mine.” 

Together, the girls went to the kitchen 
to help Red and Andy scoop up the ice 
cream. 
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A Holy Day 


|. was Sunday. At the edge of the pool 
of Bethesda in Jerusalem lay an invalid, star- 
ing into the water. The man had come to 
the pool because he had heard that at cer- 
tain times an angel troubled the waters and 
that the first sick person who stepped into 
the pool after the troubling of the waters 
was healed of whatever kept him from 
being whole. 

The man, who had been an invalid for 
thirty-eight years, had been very hopeful at 
first, but he was discouraged now. Many of 
the people who came to the pool were able 
to walk. Others had servants to lift them into 
the pool. But this man was not able to walk, 
and he had no servant. 

A number of times he had seen the water 
begin to stir and to splash upon the steps 
that lead down to the pool. People would 
then cry out, “The angel has come!” But al- 
ways others rushed in ahead of the invalid. 
By the time he could get into the water it 
was quiet, and it had no healing power. 

The invalid did not know that true heal- 
ing comes only when a man opens his 
thoughts to God. Nor did he know that good 
is not limited. Others seemed to be coming 
between him and what was rightfully his. 
But good received by another need not les- 
sen what comes to us. God is the one Source 
of all good, and there is enough good for 
everyone. 

But since the invalid did not understand 
these things, he became jealous, bitter, and 
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By Aylesa Forsee 


fretful. Now, he lay watching people come 
and go, and he wished he could be among 
them. Around him on the five shady porches 
built at the edges of the pool lay persons 
who were lame, blind, paralyzed. All waited 
for the troubling of the water. Some coughed 
or sighed while the others waited silently. 

Nearby, the servants of sick masters sat, 
playing games or exchanging jokes. The 
invalid closed his eyes to shut out the glare 
of the sun. His thoughts turned to the mean- 
ing of the word Bethesda—“house of 
mercy.” 

What was this power that disturbed the 
waters and healed the sick, the invalid 
wondered. He had been thinking it was in 
the water. Now he was not sure, for it was 
only after the angel stirred the water that 
healings resulted. 

His patience was worn out with wait- 
ing. He could not lie here forever. If only 
he knew the secret of the angel’s healing 
power! If only he knew what he could do 
to receive it. 

At that moment, the invalid saw a Person 
he had never seen before at the pool. He 
must be looking for a sick friend or relative, 
the invalid thought. He certainly was not 
sick Himself. 

The invalid was surprised when he saw 
the Stranger walking toward him. “Wilt 
thou be healed?” the Stranger asked him 
gently, as if there need be no doubt or delay. 

“Sir,” the invalid said, “I have no man 
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to put me into the pool when the water is 
troubled, and while I am going, another 
steps down before me.” 

The Stranger might have said, “I'll help 
you into the pool,” but He did not. 

Although the invalid did not know it, the 
Stranger was Jesus. And Jesus never de- 
pended upon place, time, or material to heal. 
He knew that if the invalid would only trust 
the power of God, he could be healed in- 
stantly, at any time, in any place. So Jesus 
said, “Rise, take up your bed, and walk.” 

Immediately, the man realized that he did 
not have to get into the water to be healed. 
He did not have to wait for someone to lift 
him into the pool. He was in the presence of 
a great Power that had lifted him out of 
his illness. 

Because he had been ready to obey, to re- 
ceive the right idea of healing, to know that 


God in him was his health, the invalid now 
felt strength pouring into what had seemed 
to be a weak, wasted body. Joyfully, he 
took up his pallet and walked away! 

Some Jews saw the man who had been 
an invalid carrying his pallet. Instead of re- 
joicing that he was now whole, they scolded 
him, saying, “It is the Sabbath, and it is not 
lawful for you to carry your pallet.” 

The man knew that, according to the law 
given the Jews by Moses, it was supposed to 
be sinful to carry a burden on the Sabbath, 
but it had not seemed right not to obey the 
Stranger. “I was told to take up my bed and 
walk,” he insisted. 

A Jew with piercing black eyes stepped 
up to him and asked, ‘Who is this Man who 
said to you, “Take up your bed and walk’ ?” 


The man realized that he did not have to get into the 


water to be healed. 
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The man looked down at the ground with- 
out answering. In his joy at being healed, he 
had forgotten to ask the Stranger who He 
was. As soon as the Stranger had told him 
to take up his bed, He had disappeared in 
the crowd. 

The Jews said no more. Grateful that he 
had been healed, the man left his accusers 
and went to the Temple. There, he saw the 
Stranger who had healed him and found 
out that He was Jesus. 

“See,” said Jesus, “you are well! Sin no 
more, that nothing worse befall you.” 

This was no threat, but a loving desire 
on Jesus’ part that the man see that his heal- 
ing should be only the beginning and not 
the end of his understanding of how to re- 
ceive God’s good gifts of life, health, wis- 
dom,.and love. He must be willing to show 
obedience to God's laws through words and 
deeds. 

After talking to Jesus, the man went away 
and told the Jews that it had been Jesus who 
had commanded him to take up his pallet. 
But the Jews did not try to learn the lesson 
in the invalid’s healing. Instead, they criti- 
cized Jesus for having healed on the Sab- 
bath. They were very strict about observing 
the commandment about no work on that 
day. 

It was good, as it is for us today, for peo- 
ple to have a day of rest. Had there not been 
such a law, slaves and beasts would have 
had an even harder life. It was right, too, 
to have a day on which buying, selling, work- 
ing for worldly gain, and carrying goods for 
sale was forbidden. But those who were 
criticizing Jesus overlooked the fact that 
some work, such as healing, is far from 
wrong. 

The most important words in the com- 
mandment are, “The seventh day is a Sab- 
bath to the Lord your God.” A man might 
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rest and still break the commandment by 
having unloving, angry, greedy thoughts. 

For this reason, Jesus answered those who 
rebuked Him by saying, “My Father is work- 
ing still, and I am working.” 

On another Sabbath day, Jesus entered 
the synagogue, where He beheld a man with 
a withered hand. He also saw scribes and 
Pharisees standing around, watching to see 
whether He would heal on the Sabbath. 

“Is it lawful to heal on the Sabbath?” they 
asked Him, in the hope of getting a chance 


__ to accuse Jesus of wrongdoing. 


Jesus had respect for the commandments, 
but He knew that mercy and kindness are 
also important. Surely, the Mosaic law did 
not mean that any good should be withheld. 
Turning toward His questioner, whose 
thoughts were known to Him, Jesus said, 
“What man of you if he has one sheep and 
it falls into a pit on the Sabbath will not lay 
hold of it and lift it out? Oh, how much 
more of value is a man than a sheep! There- 
fore, it is lawful to do good on the Sab- 
bath.” 

Then Jesus walked over to the man and 
commanded, “Stretch out your hand.” 

The man did, and his withered hand was 
made as whole as the other. The man’s face 
was lighted with joy and gratitude, but an 
angry murmur went up from the Pharisees. 
To them, this was a violation of a sacred 
law. And there were men among them who, 
by their thoughts, would do harm rather than 
good. 

Through the healing of the man at the 
pool of Bethesda and the man at the Temple, 
Jesus had shown that following the rule of 
doing no work on the Sabbath is less im- 
portant than what goes on in our thoughts. 
Rest is right, but joy, gratitude, and love rest 
us more than idleness. The Sabbath should 
be a time to learn more about God. To re- 
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fuse to do good on the Sabbath is to keep 
the day falsely. The Sabbath is holy only if 
we keep our thoughts close to God. 


The Ginkgo Tree 


(Continued from page 25) 


down from the North, almost swept it from 
the face of the earth, leaving only fossil re- 
mains in the rocks to prove that it once 
existed. 

Fortunately, several hundreds of years ago 
some Buddhist monks came upon a few of 
these wonderfully attractive ginkgo trees in 
a warm sheltered valley in China. They 
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thought them so beautiful that for years 
they carefully nurtured and protected them 
in their temple gardens. Today, they are be- 
ing once more spread over the earth. 


This unusual tree has most peculiar leaves. 
They are shaped like a Chinese fan out of 
which a clean-cut bite has been taken, and 
they grow around the branches like garlands. 
The limbs sweep upward at about a 45° 
angle, giving the trees a tall, slim Oriental 
appearance. 

This high, sloping type of structure makes 
the ginko tree an excellent choice for side- 
walk planting. Our forefathers decorated 
several streets in Washington, D.C., with 
ginkgos. 
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BY JOANNE ALTON RIORDAN 


Butter Cookies 


F EBRUARY is a month of special days. Ask 
Mother if you can make some fancy cookies 
and have two or three of your friends over 
for cookies and milk on Valentine’s Day or 
on Washington’s birthday, The recipe is 
quite easy to follow. 

Y, cup soft butter or 1 tsp. vanilla 
margarine (1 stick)  1'/, cups sifted flour 
cup sugar tsp. baking powder 

1 small egg 
red sugar, red candy hearts, or maraschino cherries 


In a mixing bowl, mix together thorough- 
ly the butter or margarine, sugar, and egg. 
With the back of the mixing spoon, press the 
butter or margarine into the sugar. Add the 
vanilla. Sift 114 cups of flour; add flour and 
baking powder to ingredients in the bowl; 
and stir all together. Chill the dough for 
about two hours, or longer if you like. Roll 
dough very thin (about 1/16 inch) on 
floured board. Use a lightly floured rolling 
pin to prevent sticking. 

Now for the real fun! For Valentine’s Day 
cookies, cut hearts with a heart-shaped cutter 
or cut round cookies and place a tiny red 
candy heart in the center of each. For Wash- 
ington’s birthday, cut cookies with a hatchet- 
shaped cutter or cut round cookies and 
place half of a maraschino cherry in the 
center of each one. You may sprinkle a little 
red sugar on your cookies if you like. 

Place cookies on an ungreased cooky 
sheet and bake at 425° for about six minutes. 
This recipe will make about forty 2-inch 
cookies. 


The ginkgo’s leaves are bright green when 
young, changing to dull green. These dull- 
green leaves turn a beautiful golden yellow 
in the fall before they drop off. 


While the Chinese people are quite fond 
of the nut borne by the ginkgo, Americans 
care little for it. They plant mostly male 
trees. 


So far, scientists have found that the 
ginkgo tree is immune to all tree-destroying 
bacteria and insects, as well as being wind 
resistant. This strange, beautiful tree may 
replace many of the dying elms and oaks in 
our cities. 
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Serilda’s Shining Star 


(Continued from page 19) 


The transfer and name, Samuel Wilson, 
were in the fine writing of Katie’s mother, 
but the heavy X was Pa’s very own. Under- 
neath, were other transfers of ownership, 
showing previous owners of Star, but none 
of them had been recorded in the next own- 
er’s name. This must be done before she 
was legally Serilda’s. Down in the left-hand 
corner, set off by itself in a little square, was 
more information, ending with, ‘‘Foaled: 
March 13, 1860, at Louisville, Kentucky.” 

Pa began tracing Star’s history. Serilda 
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read it, too. It went back through the years, 
with all the names of her ancestors and their 
registration numbers; and suddenly, there it 
was! Serilda gasped as she read it, “Darley 
Arabian!” Star was a direct descendant of 
Darley Arabian! That was one of the three 
stallions that Colonel Thompson had told 
her established the strain of Thoroughbred 
horses in England! 

Serilda looked up at Katie, her face shin- 
ing. “I'll write your folks a letter this very 
day and thank them. And Star! Let’s go 
quickly and tell her and Locket!” 

With trembling fingers, Serilda handed 
the papers to Pa for safekeeping. Then she 
hurried toward the door. Suddenly, she 
stopped and whirled around. 

“Colonel Thompson has to know! Oh, Pa, 
can't Jeff and Katie and I hitch Star to the 
buggy and take the papers to show him to- 
morrow morning? And can’t we tie Locket’s 
halter onto Star’s bridle and let her go, too? 
She’s big enough.” 

Pa looked across at Ma and Grandma and 
then back at Serilda. He nodded, his brown 
eyes twinkling. 

“You'll have to wear your Sunday 
clothes,” Ma said quickly. “I'll press them 
right away. And Pa, Jeff needs a haircut. 
Can you do that this afternoon?” 

“And the horses, don’t forget to curry 
them, too,” Grandma said, chuckling. 

Serilda streaked out the door and toward 
the pasture, with Jeff and Katie close behind 
her. Star and Locket were grazing near the 
big flat rock. They threw up their heads and 
whinnied as the children and Grover came 
running toward them. 

Serilda laid her face against Star’s velvety 
nose. “Radiant Star,” she said with a little 
catch in her voice. “A registered Thorough- 
bred, and blood kin to Darley Arabian! Oh, 
Star, I felt it all the time, but now we can 


February, 1960 


prove it! The papers came today!” 


Locket gave a little snort and pawed with 
her white foot. But Star stood quietly, her 
brown eyes alert and knowing as she looked 
at the three loving faces before her. She 
nickered softly when they finally left her to 
climb up to the big flat rock. 


After all the excitement, they were sud- 
denly quiet as they looked out across the 
valley at the familiar scene, gold-tinged with 
autumn. They had seen the color change 
with every passing season, but the hills, the 
valley, and the shine of Grand River would 
be the same forever. Now, the covered 
bridge and the mill were parts of it, too. 


Serilda thought of all that had happened 
in the two years since she sat here on the 
rock, watching for Jeff and Pa to come from 
Spring Hill with the timbers. She had been 
eleven then; now she was thirteen. She was 
growing up. 

In her heart she could see the shining days 
ahead: Days when Jeff would be building 
bridges and Katie would be teaching school. 
Days when there would be other colts 
frolicking around Star. She gave a deep, 
contented sigh. With her finger, she traced 
imaginary words on the flat surface of the 
rock: “Shaw’s Home of Thoroughbred 
Horses.” At each end, she drew a little out- 
line of the covered bridge. 


(The End) 


RIDDLES 
SENT IN BY JEAN DRYDEN 
1. What can a boy grow in a garden that is 


thirty-feet square? 
2. How many peas are in a teaspoonful? 


Answers 
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Dear Boys and Girls: 

Valentine’s Day will soon be here, and 
we know all of you happy Boosters are 
eager to show your love for the members 
of your family and your friends by send- 
ing them beautiful, love-filled valentines. 

This is a good time to practice being lov- 
ing and forgiving in each and every thought, 
word, and deed because we all know that 
the best valentine we can give is our love. 

Each of us can show his loving spirit by 
being very careful not to think, say, or do 
anything that would hurt another in any 
way. We can try extra-hard to be helpful 
and to make others happy. If we should hurt 
another’s feelings, we can be quick to ask 
forgiveness. 


Each of us can show his forgiving spirit 
by being quick to forgive if anyone should 
hurt his feelings. We can quickly replace 
any thought of unhappiness or hurt with a 
thought of love. Words of forgiveness and 
love are sometimes hard to say, but when 
we practice forgiving and expressing love 
for those who seem to hurt us, it becomes 
easier for us to put our thoughts into words. 

If you are not already a Booster and would 


like to join us in practicing love and for- - 


giveness, write to Barbara Benson, WEE 
WispoM, Lee’s Summit, Missouri, and ask 
for an application blank. We shall be happy 
to have you join us. 

Lovingly, 

BARBARA BENSON, Secretary. 


Dear Barbara: Ever since I joined the Good 
Words Booster Club, I have found it easier 
to pray to God. Instead of getting mad and 
saying something I might regret, I pray to 
God for help. —LINDA 
= When we turn to God, Linda, He helps 
us to know the right and good thing to say 
and do. He helps us to be forgiving and to 
express love in our thoughts, words, and 
acts. 

We know that letting God help you to 
express a forgiving and loving spirit will 
make you and all those around you happy. 
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Dear Barbara Benson: 1 am very happy to be 
a Booster. I try to keep the pledge. Every 
time I do something wrong, I remember 
to apologize. This month I will try to be 
even better, kinder, and happier. 

—mMaRIA (Lebanon) 
= Remembering to apologize is very im- 
portant in our relationships with others, 
Maria. Of course, we are always sorry when 
we have said or done something that is un- 
hind, but it sometimes takes great courage 
to admit to others that we are wrong. How- 
ever, since we know this is the right and 
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good way to understanding and happiness, 
a good Booster will always be quick to admit 
his mistakes and to ask for forgiveness; and 
you are indeed a good Booster! 


Dear Barbara: 1 am very happy to be a Boost- 
er. I am trying to keep the club pledge. 

A few days ago, the boy who sits in front 
of me in school ran out of paper. I gave him 
some of mine. It makes a person feel good 
to do nice things. —GARY 


= You are expressing a loving spirit, Gary; 
and we, too, are happy that you are one of 
our helpful, loving Boosters. 

Thank you for telling us about your good 
experience in being kind and helpful. It 
does make us happy to do nice things for 
others, and we Boosters are happy because 
we remember to be helpful and considerate 
at all times. 


Dear Barbara: | try not to say words that 
will hurt people’s feelings. I try to be good 
to everyone. 

One night when Mother wanted to go 
out, she did not have time to finish the 
dishes. I offered to finish them for her. 

I like being a member of the Good Words 
Booster Club very much. I think it helps me 
a lot. — JANE 


= We are happy to know, Jane, that you 
are showing your love for those around 
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you by being very careful not to hurt their 
feelings and by being helpful and consid- 
erate. 

Being a Booster is fun, and we are glad 
that you, too, enjoy keeping the pledge. Re- 
membering to think only good thoughts, to 
say only good words, and to do only good 
deeds does help us to be happy and to make 
others happy. 


Dear Barbara: The Good Words Booster 
Club is helping me wonderfully, and I am 
glad for it. The other day I was quarreling 
with my friend. Then I remembered that 
Boosters do not quarrel, so I started to make 
things right again. —BERNETTA (Canada) 


= We are glad, Bernetta, that you remem- 
bered to replace your quarrelsome words 
with good, kind, and understanding words. 
This is God’s way! This is the happy way! 


Dear Secretary: 1 like belonging to the Good 
Words Booster Club, and I have tried to 
help other people. I often help with the 
dishes so my sister can study for a test. 
—LANA 


= You are a good Booster, Lana. Your letter 
reminds us that the way to be happy is to 
be helpful and to be considerate of the needs 
of others. We know that you remember to 
give a big smile and a happy word along 
with your kind and helpful deeds. 
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A Bedtime Prayer 
BY MARCIA FENKER (10 years) 


Forgive the sins we committed today; 
Help us do better in work and in play. 


Thanks for the world so pretty and fair; 
Thanks for my mother’s loving care. 


Bless Father and Mother, Sister and Brother, 
Grandma and Grandpa, and every other. 


I hope that you like this little prayer 
And that you'll keep me safe in your care. 


The Lonesome Snowflake 
BY JANET HEILEMAN (10 years) 


One day last January a little diamond- 
shaped snowflake decided to float down to 
earth alone. He was tired of missing out on 
the fun of sailing downward. Always before, 
his mother had told him that he was too 
young. Now, since his mother was down on 
earth, he thought he could do anything he 
pleased. 

The snowflake, whose name was Jewel, 
was quite tiny. Nevertheless, he started out. 
At fwst, he sailed slowly, enjoying the ride. 
Then, nearing earth, he gathered speed. He 
became very frightened—and lonesome, too. 


He called for his mother, but, of course, 
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she did not come. Oh, how he wished for 
company! Suddenly, an aunt who was float- 
ing by on a cloud saw him speeding down! 
She quickly gathered all the snowflakes on 
the cloud and told them what she had seen. 
They formed one of their famous snowflake 
armies, jumped off the cloud, and practically 
flew to meet poor, frightened, lonesome 
Jewel. 

When they all heard what Jewel had tried 
to do, everyone laughed. And they forgot to 
scold the frightened little snowflake. 

Then they all joined hands and formed 
hailstones with the rain. And that was how 
everything got covered with hail one day last 
January. 


Editor’s Note 


What to send us for these pages: Your own 
stories and poems. Please do not copy. 

When to send it: At least four months before 
the number it is to be used in. If your poem 
or story is for July, you may send it now. 


How to prepare it: Write plainly. Give your 
name, address, and age. Inclose a note from 
a parent or teacher assuring us that the work 
is your own, not copied. Stories should not 
be longer than 200 words. 

Where to send it: Address your letter to Wee 
Wisdom Writers’ Guild, Lee’s Summit, Mo. 

Who can have bis work Any reader 
under thirteen years o age who has not had 
his work publiched on » pages within a 
year. 
We regret that we cannot return unused con- 

tributions. 
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At Our House 
BY BONNIE LOU CAMPBELL (11 years) 


At our house you can always hear some 
babies cry. 

I sometimes wonder why they cry. 

Are they weak and hungry, or are they strong 
and full? 

I sometimes wonder what is wrong. 

Are they happy and glad or sad and mad? 

Are they good? Are they bad? 

Pil tell you what they really are: 

Little, tiny kittens, soft as woolly mittens. 

And though they rip the place apart, 

I love each one with all my heart. 


The Battle of the Bear 
and the Bees 


BY ALLEN RAGSDALE (9 years) 


Isn’t it funny 

How bees make honey? 

They sometimes build their hives up in the 
trees ;. 

They are very clever—bees. 


Then an old bear comes along, 
Singing a happy song; 

When he smells the sweet honey, 
He feels spry as a bunny. 


Then he climbs up the tree, 
Watching each little angry bee; 
Then the bees begin to buzz, 
The way an alarm clock does. 


Next, the old bear begins to growl; 
Then it turns into a howl. 

Down the tree he goes, 

Hurting from his head to toes. 


Then he goes back to his den; 
He says to himself, “Ill never go there 
again.” 
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Bob's Dog 
BY MARK WILKINS (9 years) 


Bob was very unhappy. Some men were 
putting on a dog show, but Bob did not 
have a dog. He wanted to go to the show, 
but he had to get a dog somehow. 

Bob was on the front steps when a big 
truck came down the street. The back door 
of the truck flew open, and out came five 
dogs. One was a little black dog. Bob tran 
and caught it. 

That day he went to the dog show. All the 
dogs had a race. But Bob’s dog did not win. 
“Oh, well,” he said. It is a lot nicer to find 
a dog and give it a good home than to win 
@ prize.” 

All boys and girls should follow the 
Golden Rule with animals the same as with 
people. So Bob was not unhappy any more. 


Colors 
BY MARY RICHTER (5 years) 


Daffodils yellow, 
Easter lilies white, 
Violets purple, 
Red roses bright! 


I’m glad for all the colors 
God planned for us to see, 

To make the world beautiful 
For you and for me. 


Round and Round 
BY CHRISTINA SGAMBATI (9 years) 


I like objects that are round— 

Like a little button on the ground, 
An automobile’s big wheel, 

My baby brother's eyes, 

And, best of all, 

My mother’s pies. 


Our Sta mp Coll €ctors REXROTH 


A MOST unusual design was used by our 
Post Office Department for a four-cent 
stamp, issued in November 1958, which we 
illustrate. As you can see from the inscrip- 
tion, the stamp commemorates the two- 
hundredth anniversary of Fort Duquesne. 
This fort was built on a site near where the 
Monongahela and the Allegheny rivers flow 
together to form the Ohio, and is now a 
part of Pittsburgh, Pennsylvania. 

In the early years of the eighteenth cen- 
tury, both France and Great Britain claimed 
the territory in that region. Governor Robert 
Dinwiddie of Virginia sent George Wash- 
ington in 1753 to investigate the possibility 
of building a fort at the junction of the 
rivers. Washington reported that it would be 
a good place for one because the fort would 
control both rivers. 


In February 1754, Virginia militia under 
the command of Captain William Trent be- 
gan the construction of a British fort, but on 
April 17, a force of a thousand French and 
Indians drove off the Virginians. The French 
then completed the construction work, and 
named it Fort Duquesne. 

The next year the British sent an ex- 
pedition under General Braddock to re- 
capture the fort. On July 9, 1755, the British 
forces met disastrous defeat at Braddock’s 
Field, some eight miles from the fort. The 
French held the fort three years. Then in 
1758, General John Forbes, accompanied by 
Colonel George Washington, led an army 
of seven thousand men against Fort Du- 
quesne. The French garrison, seeing that 
they were outnumbered, burned the build- 
ings, blew up the fort, and fled down the 
Ohio river in boats. On November 5, 1758, 
General Forbes occupied the site and named 
it Fort Pitt in honor of William Pitt, the 
British prime minister. 

The stamp design shows General Forbes 
on a litter or stretcher. In the center is 
Colonel Washington on horseback. Other 
figures represent the Virginia militia and 
provincial army. In the background, to the 
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Here’s good news for WEE WISDOM readers! Starting in 
March, WEE WISDOM will bring you a wonderful new serial, 
“The Adventures of Julie and Gertie,” by Beatrice Chesebrough. 

Every chapter of this new serial is packed with exciting 
happenings. Julie gets a new pet—a little goat named Gertie— 
and tries to take good care of her and keep her out of trouble. 
You will especially want to read the very first chapter, which 
tells how Julie met Gertie. 

The March number of WEE WISDOM will also include a 
horse story, “Highboy Finds a Home,” by Juliet Davis; Georgia 
Tucker Smith’s read-aloud story, “Oscar Gives the Alarm”; “Star 
Eyes and Her Song,” by Alby Rae Mearse; and other stories, 
along with puzzles, features, and things to do. You will want to 
be sure to read it. 

This month is February, the valentine month, and WEE 
WISDOM is the perfect valentine gift for some special friend 
of yours. You can send it to a friend for a whole year for just $2. - 

Here’s wishing you a happy Valentine’s Day—and I'll be 
seeing you next month with more news about WEE WISDOM. 


ate 


Arthur 
(His Mark) 
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left, a group is shown raising the British 
flag; and to the right of the flag a part of 
the stockade is shown in flames. 


unselfish prayer!” 


“And she says we'll just stretch the apart- 
ment,” explained Jerry. 


Collectors sometimes call this kind of 
stamp design a “Wedgwood” because it is 
much like the designs used by Josiah Wedg- 
wood on his famous pottery. 


Little Calico Cat 


(Continued from page 11) 


“Miss Helen!”’ called Judy. ‘Miss Helen, 
Mommy says we can have the little calico 
cat for our very own because we prayed an 


At noon, as Miss Helen let the three of 
them out the library door, she asked what 
they were going to call the kitten. 

“Well,” said Jerry, “I'd like to call her 
Joseph, but I guess that wouldn’t be very— 
very 

“Appropriate,” Miss Helen helped him 
out. 

“I know,” Judy said. “Since she’s a little 
calico‘cat, let’s just call her Callie.” 

As they walked up Elm Street, the little 
calico cat reached up and playfully flicked 
the red-and-white tassel on Judy's cap. 


Perhaps you have just turned the corner into your teens and are now meet- 
ing all kinds of new experiences and new problems. If that is the case, why 
not give yourself a Progress valentine—a valentine subscription for Progress 


magazine? 

Progress is helpful reading, and it is lots of fun, too. Coming to you 
monthly, Progress presents stories, articles, poems, photographs, and fascinat- 
ing feature departments—all tailored especially to the needs and tastes of up- 
to-date teen-agers. Here is what one subscriber says: 

“I want to tell you that I thoroughly enjoy Progress, and am looking for- 
ward to another terrific year with its fine material. Progress is the best teen- 
ager’s magazine I know of, for the stories are true to life, the inspirational 
articles are truly excellent, and the features are just right. Another reason I 
like Progress is because it emphasizes the positive side of life.” 

The February number of Progress features a leap-year article, entitled 
“What about That Extra Day?” by Annie Laurie Von Tungeln; an article on 
how to make your daydreams come true, called “Try Imagineering,” by Con- 
stance Foster; and other articles, stories, and features that you will be sure to 
enjoy. 

Progress is priced at $2 for a full year’s subscription. Order yours today, 
and be sure to ask that it begin with the outstanding February number. 
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